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an ardent Arab nationalist, whom I met in a coffee-
house in Jaffa.

" They would be an impressive argument for Zion-
ism/' he said, " if Palestine belonged to the Jews.
But it doesn't. It belongs to us, the Arabs. When you
go to Jerusalem, I will give you a letter of introduction
to Dr. Ahmed Khalidi, the Head of the Arab College.
He will convince you/'

One man's ailment is another man's boredom, so I
would like to suppress talk of malady. But, unfor-
tunately, it is impossible to separate my illness com-
pletely from the story I want to tell, because it is part
of the plot. For instance, if I had not been wounded
I might never have gone to Syria, and so on. How-
ever, I will cut as much as I can.

I was restless because there might be little time to see
all that I wanted. I was impatient with the weakness
of my body, and goaded it on with the excitement of
new people and places because I could not relax. So I
lived taut, always on the edge of fatigue. Perhaps for
this reason my memory of those days is blurred and
uneven. When, during my second journey, I stayed in
Jerusalem again, I was surprised how little I could re-
member of my first visit. I seem only to have taken brief
notes of my visit to Dr. Khalidi. As I look at the hectic
writing on the stained pages torn from my Army note-
book, I remember that I hired a taxi to drive up to the
Arab College, and, thinking that the Principal might
only be able to spare me a few minutes, I asked the
driver to wait. But Dr. Khalidi, when he saw I was
interested in the Zionist problem and eager to hear his
views, generously rehearsed the whole Arab case for